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being frequently brought to Constantinople and secreted by well-known dealers until they were disposed of for two or three pounds each to Turkish buyers. One leading Turk told me quite openly: " Of course, we have our slaves. How could we get on without them ? " and, pointing to a pretty twelve-year-old child who was serving us at dinner, he whispered, "That girl may one day be the wife of ' The Highest in the Land/ She promises to be very beautiful, and soon I shall send her as a present to His Majesty. If she bears him a son she may become a Sultanah. And I shall gain . . . well, promotion ! "
This unscrupulous Turk, who saw nothing revolting in this intended sale of a human being, told me a story, which he swore was true, of a Sudanese slave he once purchased from a slave boat. She was a wild, handsome creature, who was with difficulty persuaded to wear any more clothing than was fashionable in her old home. One day, when her civilization was apparently complete, she was out with his daughters when she caught sight of an English naval officer in uniform. Zoe's eyes glistened. Smacking her lips, she gurgled to the terrified girls : " C'est bon $a. Dans mon pays on mange 9a. La peau est tres blanche. On fait bien bouillir, puis on met la graisse sur du pain et on mange!" (''There's something good! In my country we eat them. The skin is very white. First we boil them, and then we spread the fat on bread and eat it.") Presumably the sight of his white skin and uniform had aroused her dormant cannibal instinct by recalling some memory of her childhood.
In the brilliant days of the Turkish harems, slaves, standing erect and motionless, were ranged againstI32                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
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